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present were much cut up at the result of the trial. 


THE FOLLY OF GOING TO THE FOUNTAIN HEAD. 


Al Varmouth,—* A Woater, sir? Well, the London 
train's ee at 12.35, aud there may be some then; 
but— 


At Burton-n-Trent.—* Weel, we eall it ale, sir! Of 
course, Is not exactly the sume as you can get in 
London but . 


Awl shury—* Butter, um ? Well. lun afraid 
‘ve come to the wrong town for that. I've a 
tor martguriue here, uuw— 1" 
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COLLAPSE OF THE SKUNK AT SCARBOROUGH. 


“If Poor Pa expected to win the St. Leger with the Skunk, his hopes are now, I am afraid, quite dashed to the ground. 
stretcher, it is doubtful whether the noble thoroughbred will even see Doncaster racecourse. The other morning, on Scarborough sands, in a trial with a well-known 
lucal donkey, Pa’s pet and pride collapsed altogether—not even a powerful electric battery sufficed to bring him to again. 
J am afraid that [ky Moses will be a conspicuous absentee at Tattersall’s next Monday.’’—Tootsit. 


Unless he is carried there on a 


Several of Dad’s friends who were 


A JAIL BIRD. 


— 


THE interesting subject of this short history, John Bird 
by name, was apprenticed towards the end of Charles II. 
reign to a worthy baker, from whom he ran away to enlist 
in the Foot Guards and fight in the Low Countries under 
the Duke of Monmouth. Again running away, he started 
business as a thief in the city of Amsterdam, stole a piece of 
silk, was at once caught and carried before a magistrate. 

The evidence being clear against him, he was committed 
to the Rasp-House and doomed to hard labour—such as 
meping logwood and other drudgery—for twelve months. 
Not being used to hard work Jack fainted under the punish- 
ment, but to no purpose, as his task-master only supposed 
he was shamming. To cure him, he chained Jack by one 
fewt to the buttom of a cistern, and several taps at once 
beginning to pour in their streains upon him, he was obliged 
tu pump for his life. The cistern was much higher than his 
head, so that if the water had not been quickly discharged 
he would have been drowned without either relief or pity. 

This discipline, however, being limited to one hour, Jack, 
after a fierce struggle, vanquished the floods that threatened 
to overwhelm him, and was accordingly relieved and his 
task-master did not have to put him in the cistern again. 

At the end of the vear Jack, disgusted with the country 
where he had made such a bad start, left for England. 
where he stole a horse, “provided himself with six good 
pistols and a broad sword, and in the dress of a gentleman 


— 


290 


commenced his campaign.” Two or three of his first essays were 
very successful, but before long he caught a tartar, 

On the road between Gravesend and Chatham Bird met with one 
Joseph Pinnis, a Dover pilot, who had about twelve pounds on 
him. He had lost both his hands in battle, so that when Jack 
accosted him in the ordinary style, “Stand and deliver!” the old 
tar replied, * You see, sir, I have never a hand, ro that I am unable 
to take the money out of my pocket myself. Be so kind, therefore, 
as to take the trouble of searching me.” Jack complied with this 
reasonable demand and began to examine the pilot's pockets, but 
suddenly Joseph clasped his arms round the thief and, spurring 
his own horse, drew his antogonist off his, and then falling straight 
upon him. held him down. beating him most unmercifully with his 
iron-tipped stumps till, some travellers coming up, the bruised and 
disgraced highwayman wus secured and carried to jail. 

He was tried and condemned, but fortunately obtained a pardon, 
and, not without grave misgivings as to his being quite the right 
man for the work, returned to the road. The first person he met 
with was a 0 Welsh drover, who, being equal in strength and 
courage to the pilot, began to lay about him with. his quarter-staff. 
Bird, skippiag out of harm's way, shot him through the head, On 
searching the ly he found eighteenpence, 

At another time he met with “ Poor Robin,” of almanac renown, 
whom he robbed of fifteen shillings and of a new hat he was 
wearing. Poor Robin, whose knowledge of the stars and power 
of prediction had not enabled him to avoid this catastrophe, 
e mournfully, a poorer if a wiser man, to write more 

prophesies. 

l Shortly after this Jack Bird at 5 found a better opportunity 
of proving his valour than fate had hitherto accorded him. He 
met with the Earl of Dorset and his chaplain, accompanied by two 
servants, and with his usual laconic address of “Stand and 
deliver!” Bird approached them. His lordship calmly replied 
that, though he attached little value to the small sum he had about 
him, yet he trusted that he might have a fair fight for it. Jack 
thereupon pulled out a brace of ee and let tly a volley of 
imprecations. ‘Don't put yourself in a passion, friend,” said the 
Earl, “but lay down your pistols and ro up your fists.” „That's 
an honourable challenge, my lord,” said Jack, provided that none 
of your servants interfere.” His lordship ordered them to keep at 
a distance, but the chaplain begged that he might be allowed to 
take the Karl's place, and this being agreed to, Jack, in less than 
a quarter of an hour, gave him a thorough thrashing, and invited 
the Earl to try his ink, This offer, however, was refused, and, 
his lordship handing over twenty guineas, Jack rode away. 

In company with his sweetheart, Jack knocked down and 
robbed a man near the Strand. Ile escaped, but the woman was 
taken and committed to Newgate. Jack visited her, and was 
seized upon suspicion of being an accomplice, and was hanged at 
the age of forty-two, in March, 1690, 

* e * 


* * * 
THE BIGG rirk. 

Round 10. nun of us doant seme too no ou thiss battel wil endd. 
Att presint the refere an presman an the 2 boise iss thatt tangil 
legg no boddi karnt sort em outt from the blud an mud. wee 
think the refere is skalpp. moast off us is orf for a drink nott 


ealin wel. 
(Newt week, ‘A Man with a Song.) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
—½̈ 
„ Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope la pe enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Many thanks, but just at present, Space is limited, F. J. Much 
obliged for letter, GIRTON ; But we really cannot say. Not in 
„» Storn,“ HENRY BALLOT; Jt tx yes mistake, we know. Very 

robably, A READER, It at present may be so, Very much too 
ong, ENCHANTED ; 7ry *ritat you can do again, Utter bush and 
nonsense, BERKLEY : Iii can hardly have been sane, Yea, of course 
you may, Miss WIL80N ; ALLY will be . Toot sie n pa- 
Th,, BERTHA— It, indeed, is very sad. Thanks for your potato, 
Punnet; Jt ts wonderful, indeed. You hare never, WILLIAM 
BENNETT, Leer witnessed Dilly feed, 
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: Overheard in a Railway Carriage, 

Middle-aged Lady. They on 7 | management, my dear. 
Now, there's mine, for instance. I wanted to ure u the old fowl. 
house for firewood, but he wouldn't hear of it, so I told him I'd 

rd of someone who would give us five shillings for it if it was take 

to pieces. So he works at it and takes it all down, and then 1 suid 

the party didn’t think it was worth more than a shilling; then li. 

gets wild, and says he'd rather use it for firewood than sell it for x 

chilling; aud then 1 had him, and a beautiful lot of wood all the 

winter, ss g 
s 


AN enterprising manufacturer of an “Anti-Fat” con 

heads his e with the (revised) quotation : “ Le 

of mixture makes the whole world Lan. us lia ha 
ses 


Benevolent Old Gentleman, You rascal ! What do you mean by 
avpropemting the money for your own use? You told me you were 
barre eee 0 Ar object of charity. 

* iam, 20 "nor, 
charity, ain't 1? „ 
s 


THERE are not many men about 
3 3 fanci eng 
-w was a that thi 
‘ould make a fortune at, =f 


Tlarry Reckless, Did you hear of that 00 
down a adder and beak. his neck? eo Poy eet areal 

H. H. Dant. Why do you say dropped down"? He could not 
possibly drop any other way. 

Harry Reckless, Oh, yes he could! He could “drop in” or 
“drop out,” “drop on” or “drop off,” “dro; * 

P. Z. Dant. You've evidently had a drop too much. Good day! 


A SCOTCHMAN, after paying ‘his first visit to a race-course 
described a bi -money bookmak “ i 
ee pet ready: L 885 er as a chiel amang them 

s 


I'm an object of 


Slyper, 1 shall have to lie low for a week or two. 
Candid Friend, I never knew you to lie any other way, Bill. 


First Fair One. My father puts a five pound note into a box for 
me every birthday. 
Second Fair One. Good gracious, darling, you don't say so ! Why, 
you must be a regular heiress by now. a 
[And yet another feminine riendship was for erer shattered, 


Arr. Wot d' yer call yer gal, Bill 
Bill: "liner, ee 


Arry. Ah! I can go one better nor you: mine's a Paralizer. 


A YOUNG lady we know who has betrothed herself for the third 
time to a gentleman whose Christian name is William, humorously 
refers to him as her last Will. 


s 
Brown. Footlong writes poem 5, I believe. 
Smith, Yes; we could forgive him that, but he's tak - 
ing ‘em to his friends, * 80 " 5 


s 
Inquisitive Member of Parliament (to West Cvast Irishman). 
si rd ou were rich, Paddy, what would you most like to eat! 
“addy, Some praties and butther, plaze, yer hanner. 
Inquisitive Member of Parliament, And what else? 
Paddy. Phat else is it? Oh! some park, plaze, yer hanner. 
8 of 1 ember of Parliament, Aud what besides tht, 
addy 
Paddy. And is there onything else, sor? 


On, how we do detest the man: 
And thirst to have his gore, 

Who tells you, as his own, the joke 
We told him weeks before. 


= 
Gwendoline, I wonder who dear Ethel will marry ? 
Blanche, Harry Martin, I should say. 
G@endoline, Oh, no! He would be the last. 
Blanche, But she told me last night that she loves him dearly. 
Gwendoline, Oh, yes, I know that; but I was wondering who 
she would marry, ee 
s 


Young vig (xe (to Fair One, who is caressing terrier). Oh, 
how I wish 1 were a dog! 
Fair One (calmly). Never mind, Mr. Puppyton, don't fret; you 


“Here's a go! I've left my water- 
bottle behind, and shall either have 
to use my whisky for painting with, 
or walk back nine milcs to get sume.” 


excepted, post free: won't be very long growing. we” 
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She, Oh! 1 wish I was a man! 
Jie. I wish you were, then you 


dividual, gi i nine en 
e AN individual, gifted with more money than brains, recently 
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Wall be paid to the neæt. - kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall ss sal to meet 
with his or her death in a Ratlway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a. copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Howmpay” be found upon the Deevased at the time of the Accident, 
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United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at_9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sullowing Wednesday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— 
Overheard at a Municipal Reform Meeting. 

Popular Orator (engaged at seven shillings and sirpence per 
hour), And among other abominations which must be swept away 
are the present class of four-wheel cabs—they must go! They 

Cheerful Inebriate (from behind), Well, mate, they gen' rally do 
go, slow and a bit wobbly—but still, they go! ¶ Auctions 

= ¢ 


s 
Pert Assistant. Now this, sir, is u very fashionable hat I always 
wear myself, 5 
Customer, Oh, thanks; then give me any other shape you've got. 
ss 


She. I wouldn't marry the best man in the world. 
He, There's no danger of that; the bride never marries the best man. 


sent a shilling in answer to an advertiseineut headed, “How to 
Avoid Drowning at Sea.“ By return of post he received a slip of 
paper bearing the words: “ Always stay on shore.“ 


Teacher. What is the horizon? 
First Scholar. Er—er—a gun, sir. 
‘ext? Well, what is it? 


Teacher. Next? Next? 
Small Boy. A carpet, sir. 
Teacher. A carpet? hat made you think that? 
Small Boy. 1. sir, in a tale I'm readin’ it says as how the 
capting swept the horizon ev'ry mornin’ when he came on deck. 
1 3 : 
4 your (entering stationer's). Do you keep all kinds of pencils 
ere 
Shopman. Oh yes, sir, all sorts; what can I have the pleasure of 
supplying you with? 
Joker, Oh, I'll take half a dozen of the kind used for drawing on 
the imagination. 37 (Ordered off. 


First Sub, Young Johnny Newcome has joined “ Ours.” 
Second Sub, Oh, by Jove! I've heard of him! Isn't he awfully 


raw? 
Firat Sub. Rather! But he'll soon get over that. 
Second Sub, How! 
First Sub. Because all our fellows are roasting him so. 
* 


a s 
The jobman's carriage isn’t built, 
His horse has not been sired, 
That didn't in some way proclaim 
The fact that it's been hired. 


Orerheard on hayawater "Bua, 
Communicative Countryman Passenger, Well, Mr. Driver, aud 
how's trade? 
Coachman, Bad, mate. Very dull. 
Communicative Countryman Passenger. Ah, well, never moind. 
you'll be busier to-day, There's two trains full of us come up from 
Slocum Podgers to Paddington this narnin’. 


* 
Assistant. I thought Mr. Mecker was married recently! 
Zailor, So he was, 
Assistant. But he still brings his clothes to have the buttons 
sewn on. 


s 
Ir you would with your bosomipal Tailor. Ves; his wife is too busy lecturing on “The Duties of 1 
A deadly quarrel force, Wife” to spare any time. 
You can't afflict it better than 
By selling him your horse. 
ee Ewery Monday. One Malfpenny- 


s 

Mr. Stay-at-'ome, As you've travelled about eo much in foreign 
parte, sir, p'r'aps you can tell me why it is them there brigands cut 
off the ears of them poor folks as they take prisoners? 

Our Pet Traveller, Well, that depends upon circumetances, For 
3 if it were your charming daughter's ears they would cut 
them off to hang u their watch-chains as charms, but if it were 
your enra they would most probably utilize them as soup plates. 


“I know why the ‘Ha.y-HOLI- 


pax is euch a 


smart 
—aw—it has ite wits 


„ Because 
—— 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC, 
No. 24.—C. D. Warner. 
(Seedy, 


„warn her.) 
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TOOTSIE AT BOURNEMOUTH. 


— 


vas theatrical are at their rockiest. 

ih ca way here Te Pe agi ne ree ee 
ho were more or leas dila, ted. “The mi ne Co. loo 
who were mo Pp 8 
and “The Crush 
Strawberries” wore 
a somewhat gat - 
down- upon aspect. 
There was an air 
of forced gaiety 
surrounding the 
members of “The 
Charlotte's Uncle“ 
crowd, but all 
looked hungry, and 
all rere thirsty. 
We know that. for 
we quenched that 
thirst—for a time. 

The climate of 
Bournemouth (I 
havemy guide 
maker's word for 
it) is the most de- 
lightful in theking- 
dom, and the drain- 
age is perfect; but 
I doubt whether 
the inhabitants 
generally are 
madly in love with 
theatricals, 

Bournemouth is 
famous for its hos- 


torium, Hahnemann Homeopathic, and other “Good Samaritan” 
institutions ; and there are a vast number of invalids round about, 
and a place called the Invalids’ Walk, where the 3 
sit down and take root. Bournemouth is called“ The Garden of the 
South,“ and is of the Victorian era, There are no crumbling castles 
there, or legends of the past. And if you want anything historical 
you must go to the New Forest, where there is a stone to mark the 
spot where Sir Walter Tyrrel did not shoot William Rufus. A 
cottage is also pointed out where the charcoal burner, who picked 
up William's fragments, did not reside. Perhaps the smithy is also 
standing, though we did not see it, where Walter, after not killing 
Rufus, stop to have the shoes of his horse reversed, and then 
e the blacksmith on the principle that dead men tell no 
tiles, 

The Brass-Headed Band have been photoed in a group on the 
sands, It was an imposing ceremony, and will doubtless be is 
remembered by those fortunate enough to behold it. The Doo 
Snook acted as stage-manager, M.C., or whatever you like to call 
it. The time eer oe to get into attitude! The way Rosebud 
Kept on blocking half a dozen out of sight! The bitter recrimina- 


tions! The slaps and pinches! Then, at ne eee the photo- 
yraphic party, having fixed them as nearly right as he could ever 
hope to do, sang out, Think of im, an’ smile sweet!“ The way, 
when he got thus far, that they all rolled and rocked like ships on 
iu stormy sea, and the alarming results, as far as the picture was 
concerned, are things I can never forget if 1 live to be a hundred. 
don't think the photographer will either, for I never saw so small 
ihn 80 ang 8 
After this “sitting,” Legs and Ginger took the B.-H. B. out for a 
drive in a couple of waggonettes, and stood them a moigy ten. 
‘mong other sights they saw was Sir Frederick Leighton’s fresco, 
in Lyndhurst Church, of the Five Wise and the Five Foolish 
Virgins, which much impressed them. 
„The pier at Bournemouth is a worthy institution much frequented. 
lhereon, when Tottie, Lardi and I go strolling, the male inhabi- 
taunts raise their hats and cast longing glances. But, as I have 
intimated, the theatrical business is none too flourishing. Mr. 
Jenkins, First Low Com., repeats the same old cry about the 
weather being against us. We have had every sort and condition 
of weather since we have been 
out, but it's always been the 
wrong sort. ne Clerk of the 
Weather himself ought to run 
a Company round the pro- 
vinces and see if he even could 
hit it off commercially. 
Meanwhile, Bob's counte- 
nance is of the gloomiest, and 
when he gets the “first re- 
turns” it is best to be out of 
his reach. Poor Bob! Much 
A of our n is his own 
composition. During the re- 
hearsals he used to explain the 
jokes to the company, and 
1 * . like N 
though the company didn’t. 
Now no one—not even Bob— 
laughs, but he has been dis- 
covered in dark corners giving 
a linea hand. When discov- 
ered he has blushed and fled. 
„ That Boy? Did you ask 
after THAT Boy? He is here. 
It is reported that he swam 
from Ryde; but that we are 
not quite sure of. Rosebud, 
who has broken off with Mr. 
Jones, Second Low Com., 
imagines that she is the 
attraction, but she alone is of 


8 that opinion. 

here is. at anyrate, a mystery enshrouding that Boy, and he 
‘uitinues to lend money tothe Dook Snook (this time eightpence). 
Vie 8 1 I may possibly have mentioned before, is not u 
‘testy Noble, 
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SLOPERIAN PHILOSOPHY- 


WARRANTED FRESH, OR ONE PENNY (ON THE BOTTLE) WILL 
BE RETURNED. 

A. SLOPER has just been reading a Home Rule speech, in which 
the speecher remarks: “ Dark is the night that settles down upon 
Ireland.” Well, and why not? A.SLOPER has no present intention 
of crossing St. George's Channel to see an ordinary dark night 
settle down a Ireland; but if Mr. Sexton, or even 
Clanricarde, will arrange to have a bright sunshiny night, with 
fireworks in one corner and a rainbow in the other “settle down 
upon Ireland,” A. SLOPER desires that he may be called up to 
witness it, even if it doesn’t commence till three in the morning. 

Mr. Slo ER presents his compliments to Herr Organhandelheimer, 
and _ begs to answer his query. The reason why the Germans are 
80 philosophical is that they are al ways ready for the “ wurst.” Next? 

his is about the time you think you should call on that epitome 
of all that is fair, beautiful, and noble in young woman, which last 
month you met at Brighton or Margate, and instead of your 
charmer find half a dozen ragged urchins — about the 
“mansions” (which are more like models“), who inform you that 
Sister Lucille doesn't leave the Blue Anchor until nine, and, having 
to stay and wash up the glasses and balance the till, is seldom home 
till an hour later. 

Now that the sun has come back again —if it trots off before these 
lines go to press, I beg the snub-editor to delete this—it should be 
remembe to the everlasting credit of Nebuchadnezzar that, 
though he cast Shadrach, Meshech, and Abednego into the fiery 
furnace he did not ask them, “Is thts hot enough for you?” 

If it were not for angry women, hair-cutting would be a better 
trade: there would be something more than the ragged edges to 
operate upon. 

These are what we call the corps de bally fools,” said the acting - 
1 referring to the crowd of gilt- edged young gentlemen who 
were nging round the stage door. 

The ordinary individual speaks on the 5 waking 
hours only—ninety-tive words per minute. This average is occa- 
sionally exceeded when the ordinary individual gives eight shillings 
for a brace of grouse, and, on getting them home, discovers that 
they are absolutely 3 

Canopus is the deity of A. SLOPER’s worship. He was the 
by dae god of water. When ordering his neck-wash he remarks : 
“Three of Special, please, and up to the pear with Canopus, please.” 

Conjugal ‘elicity : A dumb wife and a deaf husband. 

Fortune knocks once at every man's door; but she can't be 
expected to go hunting through public-house bars or suburban 
racecourses for him if he happens to be out. 

It is the diplomatic shopman at the hosiery counter who asks the 
fond mother phoning wits her daughter if the stockings are for 
her or her sister,’ whose salary the guv'nor raises. 

— — 
SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 9.—BRowN AT BRIGHTON. 

To the ceiling like a rocket, tra-la- 

Went the hat of Ebenezer Angus Brown. 
“Jn the purse within my pocket, tra-la-la, 

I've a sovereign and a solid silver crown ! 
My existence 1 will lighten, tra-la-la, 

With a day of unadulterated glee : 
1 will travel down to Brighton, tra-la-la, 

And I'll fairly knock the mashers by the sea!” 


Then he donned his cuffs and collar, tra-la-la, 

And his cummerbund he banded round his waist, 
And his solid silver dollar, tra-la-] 

On the booking - office window e he placed. 
And his heart became a light un, tra- la- la, 

As the rushing train him Neptunewarda did bear, 
And he left that train at Brighton, tra- la- la. 

With the swagger of a multimillionaire. 


He began his frolics frisky, tra-la-la, 

By inquiring at a gorgeous hotel 
For a glass of Dunville's whisky, tra- la- la: 

Then there rose to heaven an agonizing yell, 
And his soul became a sad "un, tra- la- la, 

And his cummerbunded body bowed and bent: 
For his sorercvign wae a had ‘un, tra- la- la, 

And he spent the dismal day without a cent! 


— 


THE LATEST, 

“THISTLES were first introduced into Great Britain by the 
immortal St. Augustine, so that young couples pic-nicing could not 
sit alone too long without the presence of a chaperone.” We hear 
that the Board of Works is being severely opportuned for the 
removal of the offensive weeds from Hampstead Heath, by the 
“'Arry and ' Arriet Out for a 'Oliday Association.“ The present 
state of affairs, however, meets with support from the“ Anti-Kiss- 
in-tho-Ring and Get-Away-Closer-Sisterhood of Camden Town.” 


" 


„ 


A CONSCIENTIOUS MAN. 


— 


A MAN possessed of a devout sense of conscientiousness may be 
an object of satisfaction to himself, and a species of copy-book 
apophthegm worthy of 
serving as a precept toa 
rising generation; but 
to his friends, neigh- 
bours and immediate 
personal circle, he is 
simply an unmitigated 
nuisance, 
He is worse than a 
wet blanket. His appal- 
ling _conscientiousness 

itself over the 
whole system of social 
interco' and blights 
the amenities of every- 
day life with the wither- 
ing influence of a frost 
in June. He is unfit to 
herd with his fellows. 
He is a moral Cain—an 
upright villain—a 

fiend ! 

You might have 
searched fruitleasly the 
entire S. E. district to 
find a happier, leas harm - 

„ OF more sociable 
little coterie than ours. 
We gave jolly little 
parties ; we “ musi- 
cal” evenin “Nap.” 
evenings, and cosy sup- Mr. Damper. 
pers; and, in short, Ln a 
the ball of Camberwellian life rolling right merrily. Nevertheless, 
it alas! written that “chaos was to come again!“ For one 
fatal day, 13 Jollerty Crescent, so long unlet, received a tenant, 
and Mr. Damper entered the confines of our domain. 

Perhaps there never lived a better-meaning man than Damper 
He was a widower, with mutton-chop whiskers, a bald head and 
an earnest expression. But he made you realize this: Thai all 

-meaning people ought to form a colony “on their own” in 
some far-away corner of the globe, and there devote their energics 
to exterminating one another ! 

By some means or other he gained admittance to our little circle. 
How this happened can never be exactly explained, but from the 
very first he was felt to be a failure. hen Miss Spindleton, a 
mature and volatile spinster, asked him what he considered her age 
to be (a polite fiction among ourselves had established it at five 
and twenty), he replied, gravely, “Forty-six, or seven, ma'am. 

You might be tifty, 
but certainly not a 
day less than forty- 
six.” It took the out- 
raged virgin fully three 
months to regain her 
equanimity. 

At Tumper's, one 
evening—Mr. and Mrs, 
Tumper taught the 
terpsichorean art, and 
gave weekly „small 
and earlies —he in- 
veighed severely 
A dancing. 
“Not,” he observed, 
cheerfully, “that I wish 
to influence anyone’s 
opinion. I willingly 
accord my neighbours 
a free hand. But for 
my own part, and 
speaking conscien- 
tiously, I regard dan- 
cing as one of the car- 
diual sins. It is pro- 
ductive of great evils: 
it is conducive to iin 
morality!” Mrs. 
Whiffies was so im- 
pressed by his views, 
“You might be fifty 1” that she withdrew her 

seven daughters from 
Tumper's class—a proceeding which they, the Tumpers, doubtless 
relished exceedingly. 

At Puffin’s 1 he vehemently protested against the 
unrighteousness of credit. How people,” he exclaimed, “can live 
on credit and maintain their self-respect, I utterly fail to conceive. 
I call it abominable, unprincipled ! I myself have but a modest 
income, yet I pay on the nail for ererything. Conscientiously 
speaking "—and he struck the table emphatically with his clenched 
hand—“ I would rather starve than suffer a solitary morsel to enter 
my mouth that 1 had not either paid for, or possessed the means of 
paying for.” 

ow as we everyone of us knew perfectly well that the Puftins 
lived almost entirely upon credit, and that not a single item upon 
the n salad perhaps excepted—had been paid for, 
it may be imagined how greatly this doctrine served to promote 
the general harmony ! 

en heaccidentally 
saw Chaffers kiss the 
servant girl, he waited 
upon Mrs. Chaffers and 
detailed the affair cir- 
Cumstantiolly, “I 
could not let the know- 
ledge of such a sin rest 
upon my conscience,” 
heexplained. Ofcourse, 
Chafiers came in fora 
lively time of it! 
When—but why par- 
ticularise? The climax 
arrived at last. 

He had been spend- 
ing the evening at my 
fireside, in the 
course of conversation 
I chanced to observe 
that shrimps were 
nutritious. This he 
denied. I insisted, yet 
he still contradicted. 
After some argument, 
each maintaining his 
opinion, the subject 
dropped. At three 
o'clock the following 
morning n loud “rat. 
tat-tat!" awoke me 
from slumber. Wildly I Ne from bed and opened the window, 

“You're quite right, Johnson,“ cried a voice from the darknes-. 
“T've been looking the matter up, and I find that shrimps ary 
nutritious, I could not conscientiously ——" 

He never finished the sentence. A dull thud, followed by on 
echoing crash, convinced me that the well-aimed water-jug hoi 
reached its mark ; and some days later. No. 13 once more thant e 
the legend: This House to Let.” 


Ile never finished the sentence. 
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g Jex dear. ma ia going with 
“You must make yourself smart this evening. M 


us for our holidays, It will 
y, for 1 BA 8 (to couple that cane th been able to aur ta his terms), 155 * nice for my . 
shall want you to wait at table.” “And that boy Will sor ? “Where are you going, Bertha?“ “Off to my delightful ell, but, three bob an hour neludes a ten pound insurance ticket, 1 is 0 fond of company 2 — 
b cove, auntie.” “Good gracious, child 1 do not talk iu that in case the horse bolts aml we ‘ax a smash, Come on, sir, this is a Ketract from Letter of ¥ 
85 —— 8 him smart, too? I've give him one licking alrewly vulgar manner.“ wery lucky oue- three claims alrewly paid, ; Lady. of Young 


4° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—THE REV. STEWART HEADLAM. 
@ her friends whose portraits have not yet been inser'ed, 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


\ 
\ 


0 
a 
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It was at the Frivolity Theatre. A dress rehearsal for the new burleaque, in which they were on the stage. Now, ladies of the ballet.“ cried A. Stork. plugs 
was to be a grand ballet, was in progress, amd A. SLOVER was busy, being Come along, hurry up, darlings !"—(2) And he cocked his hat over one eye, placed 
engaged in finding good places in the stalls for the privilezed few allowed to be his hands on hie hips and strwidled his lex. (3) The stage manager was furious, ) 
resent and receiving small gratuities for so duing--entirely unsolicited, mind you. and the ballet master speectitess,—— (4) And Tootsie, who was in the midkile of her 
Of course, he didn't disdain to throw out a hint that the heat uf the theatre was apt big ecene and had to clear, told Lord Bob that from that moment she disowned her 
to cause a parching sensation in the thorax, casually observing that he found wretched parent for ever. “Signor Tomkinadi,” said A. SLOPER, bending over the 
“ Unsweetened “ the best lubricant in such cases —when there entered the Reverend fuotlighta, “oblige Mr. Headlam with tne loan of your cremona.” “Ob, don't 
Stewart Headlam. “Ah, my dear Hewllam!" criel A. SLOPEK, “there you are; trouble, thanks,” said the reverend gentleman, producing a little kit, “I always 
here's a seat for you. Well, and be dropped into the next stall, “how goes on the curry it about with me in my cont-tail pocket: some le prefer a bottle, but every 
= Church and Biase Cull 2" ne well. The Guild. as you are aware, man to his taste.) A. SLOPER felt the gentle and hung his head, while the 
No. 356.—Mtas Ervig DANIELS, perhaps, is rather directed to the art than to the lives of the players and dancers. 


burning blush of shame mounted to his usually cool cheek.—(5) But it did bis 

Do the clergy take kindly to Terpsichore—I mean as an exercise?" “Oh, ven. (1) heart yood to see with what pains his ecclesiastic friend instructed the principal 

“Could Tefface her mem'ry from my heart ? . Dook Snook, A certain bishop, whose sce I need not mention, has been under my tuition come — danseuse in the most intricate pas, and he couldn't help crying, in the fulness of his 

— i den ” Lord Bob time, and is quite an expert at skirt dauciug.” “Oh, you teach ?“ “Yes; Lam heart, “Bravo, Hewilam! Gentlemen of the orchestra, band for He's a Jolly 

Where is a fairer mai to be seen 2 5 perfect, I may say, in every step from Lack row to principal.” “Then, my dear buy, God Fellow!" please, Principals aud chorus, take your time from me. Tombinadi, 
“}low mighty is the mystic power of beauty.” — The lion. Billy, you may be of sume service this afteruvun, Come this way.” The next moweut your baton, Now, all ready—ofl you gol” 


THE ELDER’S PARDONABLE INDIGNATION. 


Se 


* 12 x ry 
(1) It waa the eve of the Horticultural Show o’ the Browside Christian Love Society, „“ whilk baith MeNab and the Laird are sic (2) When the Elder returned from (3) “Keep yer bloid-rtainel haunds aff me, ye theivin’ 
enthusin-tie members, and the Kl. ler. standing in his keilyard, soliloquised ; “Ma leeks an min inyues au’ nit Kull are u extraordinar’, but his pious raid, he beheld with righteous Pore“ roared the Laird. But the Elder yelled, in decp 
they danged carruta, in spite on ina pamperin’ wi guany and guid whusky,area’s gey forfochten lot, Whaur's the guid o bein’ a unt. iulivnation the Iaxt o“ his curlies emotion: “Aw'll jist thump the life o“ ye oot, ye 
when a sinner like the Laird can hae carrots that gaug hu uf war doon to Australy? But Aw'll get the prize for curtuta in spite o that 1" ovziug oot d' the kuilyant gute. lauplit ! Shame on ye tae rob a man o' the fruit o bis toil!” 
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Tye Pauptr's ibe « — S ophe 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Keep up * pecker, ladies and gentlemen, for your old friend is once more with you with a 83 gracious me! What . sights we sometimes sce :—Once more the footballists appear, 
show that will require a considerable amount cf beating. Although we are now in the midst of So winter's close at hand, tig clear :—A girl, romantic, and her swain, To suicide try all in rain:— 
the silly season, I don’t think you will find much but what is sensible in the above. No sea serpents Though scarce and small, the partridge will, Prove many sportamen’s shooting skill :—A plucky 
or viguntic gooseberries for me. On we go.—A atone tu lay, the Royal twain Depart for Licerpool ig nal man, is clear, Who knows not whag is meant by fear.—Football again! ‘Great Scot! Why, 
by train:—A month for John, whe got quite tight, And with re ru rer caused a fright :—A Pauper Vehall soon be wishing you all a Merry Christmas. TIIE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


a: K- . 


EASILY EXPLAINED. 


ENDING IN SMOKE. 

Bill, Them ‘ouses makes a pooty picture, don't ‘em, Miss? 
(After a pause.) You ‘aven't got a thing as a bit o baccy 
about ye I suppose, Miss ? 


— a a4 9 8 25 
rr Bi 


Narse. Your mother will xi ve you u vice little bu brother ur 
Another Visitor, Nice morning, alu't it? What's all that chalkiness iu the water, Oise? “That? Oh! that's some of Miss White's complexion, sister . 
en. Ob! danged if I know i I can't be civil to everyone l I saw a wave break over her bead.” Abel. Tell her I woukl rather have a nice . ittle det. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


Wuart is this we read? “Sale of Slave Girls at Cairo. Extensive 
Revival of the Slave Trude!“ Dear, dear! is this only a big goose - 
berry canard, or real, honest, 
downright truth?) We have 
most of us seen or heard of 
the famous picture, tha 
“Slave Market at Cairo.“ 
nbout which the Glasgow 
Puritans kicked up such a 
fuss, but that the sort of 
thing went on in 1894 we 
hardly believed, It behoves 
the Powers who are bound 
together to suppress the 
iniquitous traffic, to inquire 
into the matter thoroughly, 
and where possible, nip the 
revival in the bud. 


* 

As is well known, A. SLO- 
PER prefers “ Unsweetened ” 
ut the same time the Mil- 
dewed One never misses a 
good thing in other directions. 
One morning last week, he 
received a wire from his old 
pal, the Elder McNab, be- 
seeching him to adjourn 
without delay to No. 1 Mil- 
ford Lane, Strand, and 1 
the whisky sold there by 
d J. V. M‘Entire, of 

borough fame. The Old 'Un 
did as he was bid, and after sampling freely, returned to the 
bosom of his family a wiser and better man. 
es 
s 

Ir is quite untrue that we are about to raise the price of Larks! 
This stupendous comic is worth, at least, sixpence, we know, but 
we love to give the public plenty for their money, and the charge 
wil! still be one halt nny. How we do it at the sum, we don't 
know ourselves, but there it is, and don't you forget it. 

8 


Edin- 


ANGLERS in search of good fishing cannot do better than to 
engage the duck pond situated in the back-yard of “The Mil- 
deweries“ for a few bas ey Now that the Family are away it can 
be had on very reasonable terms. There are plenty of decent pubs. 
in the neighbourhood, which should prove a pretty considerable 
attraction to the merry anglers. 2 


s 

“Is English Beauty Declining?" was the theme which a lady 
lecturer selected for discussion at a big provincial town the other 
day. The lecturer thought it 
was; but at the risk of being 
considered ungallant, we cannot 
help saying that a prolonged 
contemplation of herown personal 
1 gre ge may have fostered 
the idea, Personally, we think 
there are more pretty girls about 
than ever, bless, ‘em ! 


Tite Mossgrown Structure has 
this day been pleased to confer 
the “Award of Merit“ upon 
JOSEPH LANTY, because he 
knows how to manage a music- 
hall, “¥eyther,” bleated tlie 
Blue-Orbed, “ you've dropped on 
to what the noosepapers call n 
deservin’ case this time, an’ no 
error. Not only is Joe Lanty 
the very capable assistant man- 
ager at the Glasgow People's 
Palace, but as a refined Scotch 
comedian an’ dancer he ain't got 
a’ equal. Let's drink ‘is ealth, 
feyther.“ And re et jfile went 
out accordingly in search of the 
necessary gargle. | 


SEVERAL subscribers have 
written to us complaining that 
the East London Water Company 
are in the habit of cutting o oe 
their water supply at night. This is, of course, bad, but it might 
be worse. Supposing that the pubs. inthe district started cutting 
off the whisky supply directly the shades of evening appearet on 
the horizon. What a frightful calamity that would be! 


Ld 
Ir is quite untrue that A. SLOPER attempted to dispose of the 
Skunk at Barnet Fair last week. We understand, however, that 
Mr. Iky Moses improved the occasion by alittle profitable thimble 
rigging. Iky's ali there at fair time. 


s 
WE are authorised to contradict the statement that Mildew 
Court has been let for the hunting season. A. SLOPER will him- 
self entertain a series of house parties at his historical seat during 
the winter. „ 


Mr. W. J. Hol. LOwAx, the new manager of Terry’s, has inaugurated 
his season with a very decided success, The Tbundl ing is a capital 
farce, full of 
sayings and 
tions, and promises 
that most desirable 
qualification of being 
able to sustain the 
interest of the audi- 
ence from the rise to 
the final fall of the 
curtain. It is splen- 
didly cast. Mr. 
Sydney Brough, Mr. 
Charles Groves, Mr. 
Oswald Yorke, Miss 
Ellis Jeffries, Miss 
Susie Vaughan, and 
Miss Emmeline 
Orford being among 
the capital compan 
engaged. The Fuund- 
ling vns received 
with enthusiasm, 
which is not likely 
to diminish fora very 
long time. 8 

* 


situa- 


s 

Ir seems a bit early 
, to talk about Christ- 
* Mas just now, doesn't 
it? but we know it 
will cause u good feel- 
ing of anticipation 

= among our readers, 
when we say that we are already hard at it mapping out the 


scheme of “ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS,” We're 
going to produce such a startler this year that——but, no matter, 


you just wait and see, 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


s 
ALLY is glad to see his old pal Charlie 
Collette once more to the fore, after his 
long illness. Charlie has been warbling 
his new ditties ars ry the Tafties. Hin 
latest creations, “The Thirteen Club” 
and a rollicking masher song “The 
Happy-Go-Lucky Brigade,” are big goes 
in the music-halls, ALLY will be sur- 
prised if he doesn’t hear the latter in all 
the pantomimes at Christmas. Charlie's 
little daughter, Mary Collette. is bewitch- 
ing the boys in the North, in Tree's 
Bunch of Vielete Company. So mote it 
ever be! * 


Lox DOx 5 are complaining 
bitterly of the scarcity of business, anid 
profess ta be astounded at the same. 
here’ is . strange, though, in this 
condition ot things. First of all, A. 
SLOPER ane suite are absent from town ; 
secondly, we ure now in the midst of the 
hop harvest. But both 8 and 
the Sloper Family will before man 
weeks have ela return to the Metropolis. 
fore, may cheer up and look less dismal, 
ss 
s 
IT is not true that A. SLOPER is about to imitate the example of 
M. Reingarten, and commence a journey round the world on foot. 
The Ancient's plates o' meat ares bit too buniony. 
as 
s 
WE, of “The Sloperies,” sympathise sincerely with Fred Carlos 
and his wife. The blackguard and cowardly attack, of which they 
were the victims quite recently at Shorncliffe, has filled A. SLOPER 
with bursting indignation, We happen to have known Carlos and 
his wife for years = and we know them to be honest, hard- 
working people. Fred Carlos has impersonated the F. O. M. for many 
years at the principal Variety Theatres all over the country, and 
earned for himself a very big repute. 
os 


Ir seems rather late in the season to talk of pleasant sea voyages; 
but we cannot resist recommending those of our readers who are 
fond of the briny to take n run down to Yarmouth by one of the 
magnificent steamers belonging to the General Steam Navigation 
Company. The trip is really a most enjoyable one. 


Landlords, there- 


s 

IF there is one thing more than another that A. SLOPER loves to 
gaze upon it is a decent show of chrysanthemums. Hearing that 
his friend Ritchie 
had a first-class 
assortment of these 
noble flowers on 
view at the Royal 
Aquarium, what 
must the Grumbling 
Old Wreck do the 
other day but rush 
up to London as 
quickly as steam 
would carry him. 
Well, he has been 
amply repaid for his 
exertions, and the 
Eminent is now 
quite convinced that 
flowers aud “Un- 
sweetened” 
among the 
of this world’s trea- 
sures! ¢ „ 

s 


WE are pleased to 
learn that the genial 
Brock had a “ bump- 
ing benefit” at the 
Crystal Palace last 
week. McGooseley 
informs us that on 
the night in question he raw more stars than he generally does after 
a week's carouse. If this indeed be true, the display must have 
been a glorious one. oe 

2 


A MEMORIAL from 1300 women of Johannesburg was presented 
the other day to the Transvaal Parliament, praying for the 
abolition of barmaids ; but the legislators very rigthy refused to 
consider the absurd s tion. Are the women of Johannesbu 
jealous of the barmaids influence upon their hubbies? Truly it 
would appear so; but they'll have to swallow it all the same. 


* ; 
A. SLOPER has had very fair sport among the partridges during 
the past week. Accounts to hand do not give the totals of the 
daily bags, but we learn that they buried one of the dogs the day 
before yesterday, and that the assistant gamekeeper is progressing 
as favourably as can be expected. 
8 * 
s 
Is it true, as is commonly reported, that the management of the 
Vaudeville Theatre have purchased a well-known match manufnc- 
tory in order to reserve the outside of the lucifer box for the adver- 
tising of the New Boy solely? If so, this és enterprise with a 
vengeance, es 
a 


SOMEHOW or other, though wherefore, we cannot say, the seasons 
this 11 seem to have become altogether mixed. Instead of the 
mellow aut- 
umn sunshine 
generally asso- 
ciated with the 
month of Sep- 
tember, we 
find ourselves 
almost face to 
face with grim, 
dreary, fogsy 
winter. Even 
cricket, seems 
to have de- 
serted us 
sooner than 
usual, Foot- 
ball is being 
indulged in by 
young England 
as freely and 
with as much 
zest as it really 
is in the mid- 
dle of Decem- 
ber or January. Those who have postponed their summer holidays 
until Christmas seem to stand the best chance of obtaining some 
decent weather. 


(Saturday, September 16, 1894. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR POR THE WEEK ENDING SEPTEMBER 29ND, 1894, 
—— 


16th September, 1685.—Evelyn, under this date, gire“ 
some particulars of a conversation ween James II. and th. 
Bishop of Bath and Wells concerning miracles: “ To. all which the 
Bishop added a greate miracle happening in Westminster, to hi- 
certain ondary pl of a poor miserably sick and decrepid chili: 
= 1 remember long 1. unbaptis d), who immediately on hi- 
ptism recovered; as also the salutary effect of K. Charles, his 
Majesty's father’s blood, in healing one that was blind.“ ve 


17th tember, 1685.—Evelyn again writes under this 
date: “Early*next morning we went to Portsmouth, somethin 
before his 9 arrived. After dinner I went to wait on hi. 
Majesty again, who was pulling on his bootes in the Town-hall, 
and then having saluted some ladys who came to kiss his hand hie 
tooke horse for Winchester.” 


18th September, 1660.—Says Pepys this day: “To 
Mitre in Wood Street. Here some of Us fell to handica ra sport ra 
I never knew before.” Says Laurence Hutton, in his delightful 
„Literary Landmarks of London: A list of the London Taverns 
frequented by Pepys would simply be a list of all the taverns in 
London in Pepys's day.“ 


19th September, 1655.—In the Weekly Intelliyencer of 
this date appears the following advertisement: In Tenter Alley, 
Little Moorfields, at the lowermost garden gate, on the right han: 
with a sundial on the side of the house, liveth an astrologic:| 
physician, who hath always in readiness chemical medicines for 
the cure of all diseases incident to men, women and children: and 
by the sight of party can resolve whether they may be curable or 
not; if curable restores them to health in a short time; and if the 
disease be mortal giveth them ease for the remainder of their lives: 
he helpeth such as are under an ill tongue, or bewitched by natural 
menns. He is constantly at home from eight in the morning till 
five at night.” 


20th September, 1889.—The Daily Telegraph of this date 
rays: “The chairman of the Whitechapel Vigilance Committee. 
Mr. Albert Backert, informed the Press jation yesterday that 
the police at Lemon Street station, having received a letter stating 
that a il, strong woman has for some time been working t 


different slaughterhouses dressed as a man, had made searching 
inquiries during the morning at the slaughterhouses in Aldgat: and 
Whitechapel. It is presumed that this has something to do with 


the recent Whitechapel murders, and it has given rise to n theory 
that the victims may have been murdered by a woman. It is 
remarked that in each case there is no evidence of a man having 
been seen in the vicinity at the time of the murder.” 


list September, 1888.—A newspaper of this date state; 
that two Italians were charged before Mr. Vaughan with wilfully 
and eee causing an annoyance, by playing a piano organ. 
Mr. Woltomar Huhn, of 12 Great Ormond Street, was called. ani! 
complained of the annoyance. He said he suffered from his head. 
and, therefore, could not stand any noise, as it made him very kill. 
Through the interpreter, the defendants said they had been 
requested to play by a lady, and a Mrs. Schroder was called, un 
said that the landlord of the house in which she lived, whic: 
was about six doors away from Mr. Huln's, was very ill, and liked 
to hear this particular organ playing. She produced a letter from 
the sick gentleman, which she handed to Mr. Vaughan, who. 
having read it, asked the complainant : Do you encourage a Germ: 
band to play in front of your house ?—Complainant : There i- ou 
sometimes. Mr. Vaughan: When the German band comes befor: 
vour house do you send it away ?—Complainant: No.—M:. 

aughan: Why not?—Complainant: First of all, there is miu-c 
in the German band, and in the organ there is none, and I ean: 
stand the piano-organs.—Mr. Vaughan said that under the circ un- 
stances he should impose no penalty. 


22nd September, 1788.—The Rev. E. Cannon, a friend af 
Theodore Hook, who was born this day, was the author of the 
following piece of unparalleled nonsense : 
“If down his throat a man should choose, 
In fun, to jump or slide, 
He'd scrape his shoes against his teeth, 
Nor dirt his own inside. 
“ Or if his teeth were lost and gone, 
And not a stump to scrape upon, 
He'd see at once how very ut 
His tongue lay there, by way of mat, 
And he would wipe his feet on thats” 
— — 


STORY OF A NIGHTDRESS. 
WHEN the gallant left his mansion door, 
And swiftly through the village tore, 

I know not if the dress he wore 
Was a dingy or a bright dress, 
But a lady, with indignant heat, 


Addresged the peeler on his beat: 
“Sir Diggory iggery through the strect 
Is walking in his nightdress !” 


The angry peeler left his beat 

And straight pursued, with footsteps fleet. 

The wretch who dared to tread the street 
Attired in such a slight dress. 

But, when he near his quarry came, 

He hung his head in abject shame, 

For on the gallaut's well-clad frame 
Was ne'er a sign of nightdress ! 


So to the girl, enraged, he spake : 

“ How dare you such misstatement make? 

Sir Diggory Z. his stroll doth take 
Apparelled in his right dress!” 

Then lis the jokist. laughing light : 

Well, don't get vexed! It's surely right 

That good Sir Diggory, being a anit, 
Should be walking in his knight-dress !” 


ENCOURAGING. 

Ir was a beautiful moonlight night, and the bandsmen on th: 
ier at Brighton were doing their very best. There was somethin‘ 
n the operatic air they were playi —like drippling water runnin: 

over the back of a clucking hen—that set Edwin humming, au. 
not displeased at the proba any of giving Angelina the idea tht 
he was on speaking terms with every bit of music on Novellv: 
shelves, he sang, more or less in tune : N 

“ Tiddley-um, tum tum, tiddley-um tum - tum, tiddle-iddle, tidul· 

iddle—what's that—Zampa, isn't it?“ 

„Bally nonsense, J should call it,” iad borg Angelina, elegantly. 

“Well, so it iz, in those words; but—but I mean the music—!'\' 

a great ear for music.” 5 0 
“Your classification of the dimensions of your tab is right. bi. 
why ‘for music’? I thought it was meant for the storm rudder ; 
a windmill!” : 
Then he aropped humming and said he thought it was getting 
bit too chilly for the pier, and suggested the Bodega. 
If some girls were only men they'd get kicked, 


~- 


Ewery Wednesday. 


JUDY. 
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-BACK. 
The newest form oe 2 5 diligently note the back I 


8 


HER BACK f 
voce SOA Thee 
"ER CHARACTER 


It now would appear, if you're 
anxious to eed 8 
One's nat ac } 
Don't n thas his face will his 
character show, 
But study his back. 
Or if you're fiancée's true temper 
you'd learn 
(And if nerves she can rack). 
Don't look in her face—but just 


can pack— 
A fig pal poet “phizes,” we study 
the back ! 


This newest idea has no touch of 


0 „ 
No smack of the quack : 
For we've many a chance as we 
through the world gad 
To study the back. 
Some 1 cn especially show a 
it 


i 
On Society's tack, 

When they're dressed for the 

evening — you can, you'll 


admit, 
1 Well 1 peered — 
In this phase w. one pays you a long-owing smack— 
You 3 e bit off the Back.“ 
— . — 


HIS GODDESS. 
Souk people smile when you talk to them about love at first 
dicht. Let hea, They know nothing about it. They are the sort 
lot fellows who will keep a r girl in suspense for five or six years, 
trving to make up their minds, and only do that, at last, when her 
‘Mt man expresses himself pretty strongly on the subject of their 
hanging around any longer. 
It was a case of love at first sight with Jimmy Shuflledust. 
She was an awfully fetching little thing. The very limpse he caught 
f her natty little hat, 1 surmounting the curl-clustered 
iad, was quite eufficient to make him not only select the same com- 
artment, but tip the guard half a dollar to keep anybody else out. 
hut the fair one didn’t seem to relish Jimmy's intrusion by any 
mans, and all that gentleman's attempts at conversation were 
sromptly nipped in the bud. Most men would have been daunted 
yy the continual repulses, and have changed carriages at the 
«xt stopping-place in dis- 
ust. But not so Jimmy. 
ht every fresh defeat he 
eturned to the next attack 
ith renewed vigour ; and 


hey were chatting gaily. 
inn started with the full 
ssurince that she was a 
arling—at the termination 
the period mentioned 
ove, he had firmly per- 
vided himself that she was 
tile short of an angel. Her 
wir, her face, her voice, 
rure—all were charm- 
2: and that she was as 
wod as she was beautiful Jimmy felt not an atom of doubt. 
Kut faster even than the express flew the happy, blissful minutes; 
ul as the train began to tly past the small suburban stations a 
al chill crept over Jimmy's heart at the thought of musing: And 
„— Eh, what was that? Surely it could not be that she also 
ezretted it? No, it was too much to hope; and yet. surely there 
„en gloom,an anxiety—nay, it almost seemed like terror, he 
ouzht—spreading over the pretty face as the train rapidly nea: 
« terminus, A stern parent, a cub of a brother, or—still more 
rrible—a husband was, 22 ps, awaiting her arrival. 
suddenly she laid her daintily-gloved hand upon his arm, and, 
ith pretty hesitation, asked him whether he would do her a favour. 
vuld he, indeed? Why, at that moment he would have gone to 
e uttermost ends of the earth as a cannibal missionary she 
sired it, How, he inquired, eagerly, could he serve her? Into 
e deadliest perils she might command him. No knight of old 
vcr obeyed his lady's behests more cheerfully than would he. 
Well,“ she said, falteringly, it isn't very much I want; but— 
the fact is that I—er—I haven't got a ticket, and if you don’t 
ind me crawling under the seat when the collector comes round, 
‘can get me out of no end of a scrape!” 
and the price of goddesses receded to a sixty-six to one. 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 1.—THE GAIETY GIRL. 
— IcroweED and chuckled 
with all my — 
I showed my teeth with 
a child's delight, 
When 1 went to the 
“Prince of Wales's” 
one night 
A Gaiety Girl to see. 
But, away from the 
stage, I've a guiding 
star, 
Who gives me a pleas- 
ure more full by far: 
For the girl that serves 
at the Gaiety Bar 
Is the Gaiety Girl for 
me! 


I like this city so vast, 
I so wide, 

% Ny This ocean -on- land, 
j — with its human tide 
Everlastingly surging 

from side to side 
Jn a wonderful way to 


see: 
But the city to me 
would a desert seem. 
The ocean-on-land but 


CT 
————ůů a turbid stream, 


If London bereft of that bright sunbeam 
Called the Gaiety Girl” should be! 


As honest is she as the light of day ; 

Yet often to me, who indite this lay, 

She the ele establishment gives away,— 

Such a generous girl is she! 

For, when the dear creature has iced my clar- 

Et, and laughingly litten my choice cigar, 

What does she, that girl in the Gaiety Bar 
She the Galery gives to me!! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLID AT. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


— 


es. Taichiow, BANGKOK, June 27th, 1891. 
DEAR S1R,—We are sending you an oil copy of your late 
Christmas Party, as a small token of regard, and at the tame time 
ag you our sincere thanks for the many happy and laughable 
alf-hours spent while reading your publications, “since which 
would otherwise be very miserable and dull out here, so far from 
home, among drought, sickness, heat, etc.” We did not know the 
colours of the costumes worn, but set a Chinese painter to work, 
and allowed his imagination to do the rest, which is not so bad. 
Eh? What do vou think? You will see by this that there are not 
many corners of the world that your papers do not find their way ; 
80, hoping that the Old Eminent will still continue in the same 
vigorous state of health for many years to come, which we have no 
doubt he will do, so long as he continues to occasionally disinfect 

with a small decoction of his favourite “ Unsweetened,” 
We remain, yours truly, 
J. E. FARRELL & D. MacDONALD. 


— 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 265.—Hg FAalLSs TO GET AN INJUNCTION AGAINST PENLEY, 


THE Fossils philanthropic views 
Are known to all g Englishmen : 
But we fear that several mountain dews“ 
And several gins he'd swallowed, when 
He did the philanthropic thing 
Which in this present screed we sing. 
Ile sought the R.8S.P.C.D.—— 
The great Society which aims 
(In this country of the bold and free) 
At Preventing Cruelty to Dames. 
And, with heaving heart and features pale, 
He blurted out his piteous tale. 


“I know a dame—a gentle dame 

A dame whose heart is leal and kind : 
And for a long, long time the same 

Ilns been in slavery's bonds confined. 
And her possessor, day by day, 
Illtrents her in a shameful way !” 
Then spake the R.S.P.C.D. : 

“Nay, SLOPER, nay! you're surely funning! 
But ALLY answered ly, “She 

Is kept forever run, run, running, 
Till she's had the longest race, egad 


! 
That e’er a mortal creature had!“ 


The R.S.P.C.D. exclaimed, 

Pray, who is she?” And SLOPER cricd, 
“The lady Charley's Aunt is named, 

And. unless you her possessor chide, 
She will rua till Judgment Day, no doubt!” 
— But the R. S. P. kicked SLOPER out! 


— — 


CUTS BOTH WAYS. 

“Pan!” said he, as he dropped the paper in which he had been 
reading of a romance-muddled maiden who run away from 
home with her back hair down, “if there's one thing 1 hate it's a 
sensational woman! Now, the wife for me is the good old-fashioned 
girl—brought up as her mother was before her—the kind of girl 
that they used to have before girls went in for penny novelettes 
and painting on china, and all that fin de siécle rot!” 

„Indeed i she repli . “And d'you know, Algernon, my ideal 
of a husband is also of the old-fashioned sort—a fellow brought up 
as his father was before him—the kind of fellow that they used to 
have before young men went in for cigarettes, following the vati- 
cinations of “Captain Coe.” bilking slop tailors, and trying to give 
towzled-hair barmaids the idea that their fathers allowed them a 
1. of thousand a year instead of having to pore over a ledger 
all for five-and-thirty Roberts a week. Twiggey vous?” 

A thick glutinous silence filled in the next five minutes; then 
he said, “ Addie, you are right. I am an ass.” 

* Algernon,” she replied, “1 will not dispute with you—you are. 
1 look upon you as an ass, and the son of an ass straight from 
Jerusalem. But cram your hat well over your ears, dig out your 
last quidlet and take me to tho Exhibition, and I'll pass it over 
this time.” And the ass, the first-born son of an ass, did. 

— ͤ —U—m·ꝓ— 


DRIVEN TO DEATH. 

“Poor devil! 1 wonder what his trouble was?“ 

As the weather-beaten master at Westminster Steamboat Pier 
ejaculated these words he guzed at the bods, lying upon the boards 
in a pool of muddy Thames water, hooked out of the river by an 
observant bargee. It was that of quite a oon man, of the age 
when all should be prospect and promise, and it had been in the 
water for several days. im look of agony still o erspread the 
livid features, What had driven him to it? 

Two days later the coroner's inquest was held. It was an 
informal function held in a tavern taproom; but, oh, my friends, 
what a gruesome romance was there unfolded ! 

The poor young fellow had been a Rate man—an “outside” or 
occasional reporter on an evening halfpenny newspaper. On the 
day before his unhappy demise he been told off to do“ a 
smart Society wedding at St. George's, Hanover Square. 
“copy,” which he appears to have got back, after use, from the 
printer, was found in a pocket of his drenched clothes, and attached 
to it the “Extra Special” edition of Rats, in which the notice 
appeared. It was by comparing the two that the coroner discovered 
what he was pleased to term a “more than sufficient motive“ for 
the terrible crime. 

In his screed the young man said, “The fair bride looked 
literally au fait.” The unromantic, brutal compositor set it up, 
“The poor bride looked literally ald fect.” 

“Suicide under great provocation!” said the coroner, with a 
vote of condolence with the wedded parties.” 


— 


THE OLD ORDER CHANGETH. 
In the courting days of my love and me, 
Those halcyon days gone by, 
The saddest sight that 1 e’er could see 
Was the tear in my loved one’s eye. 
Not only it rolled oer her cheek so fair, 
But it dropped on my heart and drowned 
My bliss. And I'd battle the fiercest bear, 
I would wade through a stream profound, 
In the flame of the fire I would blaze and burn, 
would tramp for an hundred miles, 
In our courting days, could l only turn 
The tears of my love to smiles! 
In the married days of my wife and me, 
My heart is a heart new-born : 
For the heart that is and that used to be, 
Are as varied as night from morn. 
Some devil of spite has possessed my soul, 
And my partner I spurn and slight 
And the pitiful drops from her eyes that roll 
Are no longer a painful sight. 
For, when fires of remorse in my bosom burn, 
To quench them that fiend appears ; 
And, ever and oft and again, I turn 
The smiles of my wife to tears! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS, 
A SILENT Witness: A memoran-dumb. 
PRISONER at the Bar: A labourer enchained by John Barley- 


corn on a Saturday afternoon. 
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THE FAMILY GHOST. 


— 
CHAPTER III. 

To decide, with Captain Ratsbane, was the immediate precursor 

Indeed, now that he died 


There was no need to delay. 
decided, there were im- 
perative reasons why he 
should not delay. The more 
he thought of his retirement 
the more he liked it, and 
the less he relished the idea 
that any untoward obstacles 
might arise to retard its 
realization. He thought 
foudly of the possible hap- 
pase that might await him 
n England. He might— 
when all his past record was 
wiped out ane Pk the 
companions of the past— 
become a churchwarden, or 
a county councillor, or a 
Sunday-school teacher. He 
aimed at no higher positions 
than these; but there was 
much that might prevent 
him attaining these, now 
that he had set his heart on 
them. The Susan might be 
captured any day, and with 
its capture all hope of the 
realization of his innocent 
aspirations would be blotted 
out for ever. He felt that 
delays meant risks. He 
would act at once. 

“Set every stitch of canvas 
and point the ship's head to the rendezvous,” was the order given 
eke aptain Ratsbane, as he emerged irom the seclusion of the 
cabin. 

Axe, ave, sir,” was the ready response of the swarthy chief 
officer of the brig. 

“It's time the crew had a bit of a run ashore,” remarked Cap- 
tain Ratsbane, “or we'll be having them down with scurvy, as sure 


as fate. 
“Well, I do feel as if 1 could pick a bit of cabbage myself,” said 
the mate, “Salt beef is all very well in its way, but it do get tire- 


of action, 


Chief officer, 


me. 

“Well, you'll get cabbage in twenty-four hours’ time,” said 
Captain Ratsbane, “and something else beside,“ he muttered 
between his teeth, as he turned aside and looked reilectively over 
the side of the vessel. 

The ship was soon speeding on the tack which Captain Ratsbane 
had ordered, and the crew were happy over the chances of having 

: n run on shore, They 
liked to have a run 
on the grass, and 
there were other 
reasons, such as the 
tritle of having one 
good, annual wash, 
which was not pos- 
sible if always unt 


sen, 

That night Captain 
Ratsbane did not 
retire to sleep. Al 
hight long he kept 
un enger watch for a 
sight of the island 
where the secret har- 
hour of the Susan 
lay. Nor was he 
merely watching. 
Carefully he had re- 
moved a panel from 
the cabin wall, and 
he had worked his 
way into the maga- 
zine where the ship's 
store of explosives 
was kept. In each 
of the barrels of 
powder he had bored 
n hole with a gimlet, 
and from the holes had run out silent, black looking streams 
of the dangerous dust. One of these streams he connected with 
the cabin by a long slow match. Then Captain Ratsbane 
tilled a carpet-bag with diamonds and other valuables which 
had accumulated on his hands, and, after locking the bag 
he attached it carefully to a life-buoy, two of which he had smuggle. 
into the cabin. The second life-buoy he attached to the first, and 
both he laid at the side of the old-fashioned stern cabin window of 
the yews Then he sat him down, lit a pipe, and began to await 
events. 

The time passed slowly, as it always does to those who wait, but 
still it passed; and as the first streaks of dawn illumined the 
horizon, Captain Ratsbane saw, with satisfaction, that the Susan 
was entering the mouth of the secret passage in the island which 
led to the concealed harbour, Softly he lowered the two life-buoys 
into the water by the aid of a rope, and allowed them to tow behind, 
Then he cautiously lit the slow match which communicated with 
the magazine and hastily lowered himself into the water, and 
pet himself clear of the vessel, which forged ahead on her 
nward passage, the crew, all unconscious of the fate in store for 
them. 1 struggling on deck, as the news of the near approach 
of the ship to land 
became general. 

Two minutes was the 
time Captain Ratsbane 
had calculated would 
be required ere the tire 
reached the powder. 
It was not a long time, 
but these two minutes 
seemed like two hours 
to the anxious captain. 
He began to fear that 
his plan had miscarried. 
What if the fire had 
gone out—what if the 
crew discovered. his 
plot! With what pun- 
ishment would = they 
reward his treachery / 
His speculations were 
interrupted by a 

“BAN! 


Gi" 


Bored a hole with a gimlet. 


It was an awful ex- 
3 Captain Mats - 

ane was almost 
stunned with its force, 
and shut his eyes to 
keep out the dust. 
When he opened them 
there was a blot of 
smoke where the Susan 
had been, and presently a rain of dead pirates and other things 
hes 5 to fall. Captain Ratsbane smiled sweetly to himself, uud 
quietly paddled ashore with his carpet-bag. 

The crew had been provided for. 

(10 be continued next week. ) 
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THE F. O. 8s. PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No, 377.—-Wn. EDWARD MORTIMER, F.O.S. 

“It is with a very keen sense of pleasure that we are enabled 
to place before our readers a portrait of the well-known light- 
ning cartoonist, Mr. Edward Mortimer. As our hero spends 
most of his time portraying other people, we feel sure he will 
Net object to our thus delineating his own features. Mr. 
Mortimer was one of those infant prodigies who commence to 
rh genius at a very early period in their existence, and wo 
believe he was not more than six when he started drawing 
caricatures of his parents upon the new wall paper of the 
drawing enn. The reward he received for this little display of 
ability was hardly of a nature to encourage him to pursue an 
artistic career: but nothing could daunt the youthful Fdward. 
At school his punishments were severe and frequent, owing to 
the pertinacity with which he knocked off fancy portraits of 
the masters on the blackboard. It was soon scen, however, that 
his taleut might be turned to profitable account, and quickly 
securing an engagement, e almost at once into fame, 
awl is now amon the best of our lightning cartoonists, Chiefly 
for this reason he was created P. O. S., and the ‘Sloper Award of 
Merit’ preented to him January 2nd, 1892."—Lehrett Improved. 


EQUAL TO THE OCCASION. 


Light-hrarted Baccharue (bursting suddenly into song). T've* Two 


little boys iu blue, dears, two little boys in blue 1“ 


AUTHORS AT WORK. 
“The manners of the Upper Ten,” by one of them. 


s 


“Say, Jolinnic, have vou got asxweetheart :“ No; have you?” 


“Kather! I've had one for years.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


SOMETHING IN STORE FOR THEM. 


0 


Ethel, Girls can't well wear much more of the male attire, can they, Maud ? 
they wear the (%. 


Maud. Not until they are married. Then sometimes 


(1) Pat Casey. Mornin’, sor! Oi've looked in to have a futtigrarph teok av me 
fatures, to sind to Bi. . ly Magnire wid an offer of marriage, and if ye can make me as 
handsome a boy as Oi am, sor, Oi shall be much behoulden to ve. Mr. Dryplare. 
Certainly, sir. Step this way, if vou pleuse.—(2) “Kindly assume an easy and 
natural air for one moment, sir, Excellent! You will make a most striking picture. 
Thank you; that will do.—-—13) We are not often so fortunate as to obtain a sitter 
with such really classical features, sir. I believe yon will be pleased with the likeness, 
Goud morning, sir. (4) And, certainly, when the toucher-up had done with it, 


TO OBLIGE THE LADIES. 


: K At 
dN 


Deep Sea Fishertwooman, Ov! don't go away, Mr. Fopney, I 
want someone to take the nasty slimy ecls aud crabs and 
things off the line for me. 

(Overwhelming deliaht of Fopneu, and with his best 
riy-out on, tov. her 


GIRLS BILLY’S PROPOSED TO, 


The Hon. Billy proposed to this girl no 
less than six times. Each time she not 
only refused him, but boxed his ears, 
Billy's an awful darling. He won't leave 


(Saturday, September 15, 1894, 


S 


„ Hullo, Rose! taking it easy?” “Yes, Can't enjoy a 
cigarette in peace on the sands," 


BUY THE 
LATEST PEARLiTs 


=a SOUTH AMERICA 
° HUNDRED 


— —— 


“Blow me tight, Bill! we shall be able to look qute 
tony Lr threepence |" 


Wy 


£9 


S 


Mr. Dryplate thonght ne had reason to consider it a masterpiece of photocraphic art. 
—15) “Thunder an! turrf 1“ yelled Pat, when the portrait arrived, “is that ul 
divil miut for me? It's the hivins mercy Biddy can't see it, or it wad be all up wel 
me! The decavin’ spalpane to play me such a thrick !—(6) “ Bedad ! Gili be afther 
in visthigatin' this wislout delay !——(7) * Bezobs 1“ he adden, after the investigation, 
“Oi helave that’! be a lisson to ve, ye thafe u' the world, not to be pokin’ your fun at 
a bould son of Erin for the future, begorruh ! If at any time yer would like auother 
visit from me, jist send ruand. I shall always be ready to ublige yer.” 


BEFORE AND AFTER. 
rez 


New Gardener, Rejahers, sor l 1 can't worruk where 
there's dogs, at all. at all! 
t 
Master, But, Vat, you said: you understood] all about 
them when 1 engazed you. 
New Gardener, Yea, sor; that's just the devil of it! 


London: Printed by DALZIEL & Co, at the Camden Press, 110 High Street, N.W., and Published by the Proprictor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, Ficct Street, E.C.—Saturday, Septen:ber 15, 1804. 


E 


